Even in me, in me,

0 Father and Lover divine,

Thou canst see, canst fool.

Something that calleth forth, even to death.

Thine eternal love, and fixcth it firm,

In all its power and fulness,

Upon me, even on me,

0 Father, Father,

1  thank Thee:

With all my puny irresolute nature
I love Thee, desire to be Thine,
Yearn to give back unto Thee
Something of all that I owe,

Ache with heart-felt longing to serve Thee, to work
for Thy Kingdom:

Father,

Dear glorious Father,

I love Thee.

AS, long ago, Thy quiet voice,
0 Christ/

Gave on the lake calm after storm:
So also now, in this sweet silent morning hour,
Still with Thine own authority
All busy clamorous voices of the world,
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